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How the good man caused Morell to be flayn, and the hide salted^ to lay his wife therein to sleepe.
Now will I begin my wife to tame, That all the world shall it know; I would be loth her for to shame, Though she do not care, ye may me trow. Yet will I her honesty regard, And it preserue, where euer ye may, But Morell, that is in yonder yarde, His hyde therefore he must leese in fay.
And so he commaunded anon To slea old Morell, his great horse; And flea him then the skin from the bone, To wrap it about his wiues white coarse. Also he commaunded of a byrchen tree Roddes to be made a good great heape; And sweare by deare God in Trinity, His wife in his seller shold skip and leape.
The hyde must be salted, then he sayd eake,
Bycause I would not haue it stinke;
I hope herewith she will be meeke,
For this I trow will make her shrinke,
And bow at my pleasure, when I her bed,
And obay my commaundementes both lowde arid
still;
Or else I will make her body bleede, And with sharp roddes beate her my fill.
Anon with that to her he gan to call;
She bid abide in the diuelles name;
I will not come what so befall:
Sit still with sorrow and mickle shame.
Thou shalte not rule me as pleseth thee,
I will well thou know by Gods deare Mother,
But thou shalt be ruled alway by me,
And I will be mayster, and none other.